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	ORAS: Hoenn Saga

"Come on, Neil," Professor Birch said as he threw his duffel bag into the backseat of his Jeep. "We need to hurry, before it's too late."

Sixteen-year-old Neil finished stuffing his Bag with supplies and hoisted it on his back. "Sorry, Professor," he said as he went over to the Jeep and threw in his stuff on the next seat over. "Now can you tell me where we're going and why?"

"I will on the way there," Birch explained as he hopped in the driver's seat and started the engine. "You're the person I know is the most qualified to do this."

"Do _what?_" asked Neil as he sat on the passenger's seat.

Birch pushed his sandaled foot on the gas pedal, and the duo drove out of Littleroot and into Route 101. Littleroot was a small, quaint town with only a few hundred residents, but it was a great place to live. Neil was _raised_ there, after all. The houses and buildings were small and old-fashioned, and none of them were taller than one story, except for the Professor's lab.

A gust of wind plowed into Neil, making his brown medium-length hair billow in the breeze.

"Looks like a storm's coming!" Birch yelled through the strong yet short-lived wind. He looked up at the sky in all its cloudiness. "It's been nice all week, too… Sucks that _that's_ coming to an end—"

"Professor…" Neil said calmly but sternly. "Can you _please_ tell me what's going on?"

"Oh! Yeah!" said Birch. "All right. First off, sorry for calling you over on such short notice. I got an emergency call from someone saying they found a badly poisoned Zigzagoon."

"Oh no…" said Neil. Immediately he became concerned. "Is it that Poochyena again?"

"Eh, maybe," said the Professor. "Or it could just be a Poison Sting from a Wurmple. That seems more likely to me."

"Probably. It just amazes me that there's a Poochyena out there that knows _Poison Fang…_"

"Especially in this part of Hoenn," Birch stated. "Poochyena can only learn Poison Fang through breeding, so that means the _father_ has Poison Fang… Can you take it from there, Neil?"

"Yeah, I think so," said the teen. "Okay, so… Poochyena and its evolution _Mighty_ena are…Field group, right?"

"Uh-huh…"

"So that means they can only breed with Pokémon that are _also_ in the Field group… And for it to produce a Poochyena with Poison Fang, it'd have to breed with a Pokémon that can learn Poison Fang _naturally…_ When you put all that criteria together…you get…"

"Uh-huh…"

"Oh… Oh! _Oh!_ That's…_terrifying!_ It'd have to be a Seviper! Eugh!"

A disgusting image came into Neil's head, which he quickly got rid of.

"Yep!" the Professor laughed, clearly enjoying Neil's disgust. "And that's why it's so odd… Seviper usually live in the northwestern part of Hoenn, not here in the southern part. I can't think of why a Poochyena with Poison Fang would be living _here…_ Well, that's your nature lesson for the day, Neil! Hope you enjoyed it."

"I didn't."

Suddenly, Birch stamped his foot on the brake, making the Jeep come to a complete halt. Neil would've been flung through the windshield if it hadn't been for his seatbelt. He began silently thanking himself for buckling up.

"I think this is the spot," said Birch. "All right, grab your stuff, Neil."

Neil reached back and grabbed his Bag, then got out of the Jeep. As soon as his foot touched the grass, he heard a faint, quivery wail.

"Yep, this is the place," he told the Professor.

"Good," said Birch. "Go ahead and find the Zigzagoon. I'm, uh… I'm gonna go do some…fieldwork."

"Fieldwork? Professor Birch, this is a medical emergency," Neil jested, a little amused.

"I-I know. I just… Y'know… I'm sure you can handle yourself." Birch grabbed his duffel bag and went to the other side of the road, before disappearing into the tall grass.

Neil scoffed and shook his head. He slung his Bag over his shoulders and walked into the thin forest, where he could still hear the Zigzagoon's pained cries.

"Zaaaaaaaaaaag…!"

_Hang on, little guy,_ Neil thought. _I'm comin'…_

The teen trekked through the forest until he finally saw the injured Pokémon, hiding under a small brush. The Tiny Raccoon Pokémon was lying on its side, evidently suffering through its poison. Neil got in its line of sight and bent down so it could see him. Breathing slowly and calmly, he began crawling toward the Zigzagoon.

"Hey there, little guy," Neil said in a friendly tone.

The Zigzagoon tried getting up so it could flee, but as soon as its paws touched the ground, it fell over again.

"Zaaaaag…" it whined.

"It's okay… It's okay," Neil whispered. "Doctor Neil Abrams is here to help."

Of course, Neil wasn't a doctor—not yet—but he figured saying that would help soothe the terrified Pokémon. It didn't. The Zigzagoon once again tried getting up, but only flopped back onto its tummy. It gave up, letting out another whine.

"Shhh… It's okay, buddy. Everything's gonna be okay."

Neil set his Bag next to him and opened it up, digging out an Antidote.

"Okay. I need you to breathe this in for me. Can you breathe this in, buddy?"

"Zaaag…"

Neil took that as a "yes," although, somewhere in the back of his mind, he guessed that it meant, "Get away from me, you crazy human!" He held the small, yellow-colored bottle in front of the Zigzagoon's face, then sprayed. The Pokémon opened its mouth slightly and inhaled, taking in the Antidote. It let out a small cough, then a louder cough. Then, its ears perked up, and its eyes opened wide. The purplish hue surrounding its face vanished.

"Zag! Zag zigzag!" it yipped happily as it hopped on its feet.

Neil took a deep breath, immensely relieved. He reached back into his Bag and pulled out an Oran Berry. The Zigzagoon took it and gobbled it down in the blink of an eye. Neil zipped up his Bag and slung it over his shoulders, standing up and saying, "You take care of yourself, little guy. You really can't trust those Poochyena."

"Zagzigzag," the Tiny Raccoon Pokémon said. It then ran off, toward the thicker part of the forest.

Suddenly, Neil heard a blood-curdling scream—this time, from a person.

"_Gaaahhhhhhh!_"

"Professor…?"

Neil ran towards the road, as fast as his legs could take him. He found the Jeep, then went across the road and dashed into the tall grass.

He came to a complete halt when he saw Professor Birch running around in circles. Just then, a small, gray-colored figure leapt out of the grass towards Birch. It charged into Birch's back, making him topple over.

"N…N…Neil!" the Professor screamed. "There's a Poké Ball, in my bag! Get this crazy thing offa me!"

"Is that the—?"

"Yes! It's the Poochyena! Now help me! Please!"

Neil scrambled over to the Professor's duffel bag and pulled out a Poke Ball. He had no idea what Pokémon resided inside of it, but he didn't care, as long as it was something that could battle the Poison Fang Poochyena. Neil threw the device in the air, and one second later, the Poké Ball gave of a flash of light.

The Poochyena opened its mouth and bared its purple-glowing fangs, reading to bite down on Birch's shoulder. But just before it could, something tackled it and knocked it off of the Professor.

"Torrrcheek!" The Poké Ball held a Torchic, a Fire-type Pokémon. He ruffled his feather tuft as he stared down the Bite Pokémon. The Poochyena snarled and bared its fangs, planting its feet firmly against the ground, They were both ready to duke it out.

"What do I do now, Professor?" Neil asked.

"Give him a command!" Birch said as frantically crawled to the teen.

"Give _who_ a command?"

"Your Torchic! Tell him to use Scratch!"

"M-_my_ Torchic…?" Neil repeated. "But— But I'm not a Trainer…"

Birch stood up. "You are now, Neil. I want you to have that Torchic. He's yours. Now _battle that Poochyena!_"

Neil was flabbergasted. He looked at Torchic, then at the Professor, then at Torchic's Poké Ball, then back at Torchic. "B-but—"

"No buts! You can do this! You and Torchic…"

Neil pursed his lips together and gripped Torchic's Poké Ball. _You're not ready, Neil,_ he told himself. _It's not time yet… You can't do this…_

"All right. I'll do it, Professor."

"Great. Now…give Torchic a command."

"Torchic!" Neil said. "Use Scratch! Er…please!"

"Torrr_cheek!_" Torchic leapt forward and swiped his foot against the Poochyena. The Dark-type took the attack, but it was evident Torchic had just dealt some serious damage. The Poochyena stuck its head out and lunged forward, using Tackle. It bashed into Torchic.

"Cheeeeeek!" the Fire-type squealed as it slid against the grass. As soon as it stopped it hopped back up on its feet.

"Good job, Torchic! Use Scratch again! . . . If you want!"

Torchic lunged toward the Poochyena and attacked it again. The Dark-type Pokémon flopped on the ground and gave one final growl as it lost consciousness.

"We… We defeated it!" Neil said. "Er…_you_ defeated it, Torchic! Great job!"

Neil crouched down, and Torchic jumped into his arms. As he hugged his first Pokémon, he immediately noticed how warm his body was. It made sense, with it being a Fire-type and all.

"Looks like he likes you," Professor Birch said as Torchic nuzzled his head against Neil's chest. "That's good. A strong bond between a Trainer and his Pokémon is in credibly important."

"Professor…" Neil said. "I… I _really_ appreciate this, but… I'm not ready for a Pokémon yet. I'm just…not."

"Neil…" The Professor put his hand on Neil's shoulder. "You're ready. You're sixteen, for crying out loud."

"I don't wanna leave Littleroot, though…" Neil said.

"Let's get back to the car, before that Poochyena wakes up and decides it wants revenge."

* * *

><p>As they drove down the road, Neil gave Torchic an Oran Berry and healed his wounds with a Potion.<p>

"So, Neil…" said the Professor. "Going on a journey is one of the biggest things you'll ever do. When I was your age, I was scared, too, trust me. But that journey was the most amazing experience of my life. It's not just about collecting Gym Badges; it's about growing as a person. I met my wife while I was on my journey. If I had just stayed home, I wouldn't have. But… I don't wanna force you to do something you don't wanna do. But think about it. If you wanna continue learning how to be a Pokémon Doctor, then, by all means, keep doing that. But you're gonna learn more out there than you will here in Littleroot."

They pulled up in front of Professor Birch's lab.

"I… I don't know, Professor," Neil said as they got out.

"Tell you what… My daughter May's over at Route 103, gathering some data for me."

"R-Route 103…?" Neil repeated. "But…isn't that past Oldale?"

"Yep. Why don't you head over there and ask her to battle?"

"_Battle?!_ Professor Birch, I can't d—"

"You _can_ do it, Neil. You have Torchic with you now. Besides, it's only a couple hours' walk to get there and come back."

"But I've _never_ in my _life_ been that far!" Neil protested. "I… I…"

"Neil," Birch said calmly, "don't let _fear_ dictate you. You have to be strong. You _are_ strong. And if anything goes wrong, Torchic will protect you."

"Cheek cheek!" the Fire-type chirped in agreement.

Neil sighed. He knew it wouldn't hurt to be out and about, and he'd only be gone for a couple of hours, like the Professor said.

"All right," he said. "I can do that."

"Great!" Birch exclaimed, clapping his hands together. "I'll call your mom and tell her where you're going. Have fun while you're out there, Neil! Feel the thrill of adventure pumping through your veins!"

"Yeah, yeah… C'mon, Torchic."

"Torcheek!"

**Oldale Town.**

Neil had been to Oldale quite a few times, but he hadn't yet visited the town's Pokémon Center. It wasn't like he every needed to. Now he did. He was pretty good at healing Pokémon, but he wasn't a master at it. Torchic still sustained some damage from his battle with the Poison Fang Poochyena, and Neil figured that the Fire-type would need to be in tip-top shape for the coming battle with May Birch. Neil took Torchic to the Pokémon Center and, within a matter of minutes, got the Pokémon all healed up.

On the north end of Oldale was the entrance Route 103. As Neil stared at the sprawling path ahead of him, Torchic climbed on top of him and perched on his right shoulder.

Neil took a deep breath. _Don't be afraid,_ he told himself. He stepped forward, and before he knew it, he and Torchic were making their way down Route 103…


End file.
